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t AUTHOR'S INTRODUCTION v 

A few of the verses in this volume / ^ 
have already appeared in print; the i j 
great majority^ however^ are here pub^ " ' 
lished for the first time. The author 
shamelessly acknowledges that he has not 
*' dipped his pen into the boiling crater 
of Vesuvius ^^ nor yet endeavored to 
^^ write upon the blue vault of Heaven,** 
Neither has he attempted to perpetrate 
any poetical ^^ fifteen puzzles " by hiding 
his thoughts in ellipses and inversions. 
In fact he has merely tried to create a 
few fancies for people who have not time 
to do so for themselves, 

T.H. 



Norivalk^ Ohio, October ist, i8gy 





CONTENTS 

Author's Introduction .... xiii 

Not in It / 

In the Swim J 

On Her Return 4. 

To a Beauty 6 

Her Heart is in China ... 7 

Teaching a Girl to Skate ... 8 

An Invitation lO 

In Gotham's Streets , ... 12 

My Girl 13 

The Bicyclist to His Favorite Wheel 15 

Her Answer 7/ 

A Complaint ig 

One Exception 20 

Rearranged 22 

Billiards 23 

xi 



Contents 

Overladen 24. 

Wanted — A Chaperone ... ^5 

The Truth about It . ... 26 

The Result 27 

The Girl of the Period . ... 28 

The Flatter's Saturday Night . 2g 

The Dandies of 18 16 . . . . jj 

J Poefs Difficulty jy 

The Atonement j8 

A Variation jp 

The Sun 4.0 

The Awakening of the City . . 41 

Beauty^ Mars and Strephon . . 4J 

Beginning and End 44. 

Then and Now 4.6 

A Secret ^7 

Life 48 

The Cradle of the Dead . • . ^p 

An Inquiry 50 

Revenge 5/ 

Apres ^2 

Awakened • 5# 

xii V 



Contents^ 



In Flowery Language • . , -5^ v' 

; To Zion 57 v^ 7 

j My Companion S^ t' ' 

I J Wish 6o "! 

His Plea 6 1 ' 

^ Far and Near 6 J \ 

Cupid's Waterloo 64 \ 

The Extra Lady 66 \ 

Going with Jack 68 

To Time 6g 

Advice to Harry yo 

Mollified 7/ 

J Warning 7-? 

Won and Lost yj 

An Experiment 7^ 

A Love Affair 75 

On Second Thought . . . . 7^ 

A Lesson yy 

To an American Beauty . , , y8 

To My Love 7p 

The Humane Girl 80 

A Gotham Wootng . , . . 81 

xiii 



i^^ 




Contents 

^estions 8j 

Under Trinity's Chimes . • . <?^ 

Ju Revoir 86 

Dead 88 

Js Related by Him 8g 

The Difficulty pj 

Reformers^ Attention / • . . . p^ 

A Wanderer p7 

To a Spring Vegetable . . . . pp 

To Our ^een loo 

Summer loi 

The Domestic Jewel .... loj 

The Eyes of May 104 

Attention 106 

Autumn 108 

The Love thafs Sent by Mail . . /op 

To a Rose no 

Inevitable Woman /// 

A Call to Arms 112 

That Law in Little Falls . . . 114. 

^estion and Answer .... 120 



WHEN LOVE LAUGHS 

9 



"T 

3 



■-? 







NOT IN IT 

ERE *S the procession of 
bathers 
All coming down to the 
beach. 

Dear little tots with their fathers 
Heiresses out of my reach y 

Widows all fair y fat and forty ^ 
Wives young and oldy short and 
tall. 
Whose husbands {inclined to be 
sporty) 
Alone stay in town until fall. 

Here Father Neptune caresses 
Fair Fashion^and Folly her twin. 

Here in most wonderful dresses 
The Upper Ten rattle their ^'tinJ* 
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i/^r^ ^?/ /i&^ 5^?r are thrice pretty 
Toung maidens y each waiting for 
" Himr 

But ni back to the bar in the city^ 
For distinctly Fm not in the swim. 
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IN THE SfVIM 

RASHING and splashing. 
Now divingy now dash- 
ing— 
Bless mcy but swimming 
is fun! 
Over bandy underhand^ 
Down below wonderland^ 
Up above sweltering sun. 

Chinning and chaffing^ 

And lazily laughing. 
Over the billows we float. 

Mans a queer fellow — 

Hear Blunderboy bellow — 
TeSy man V a queer sort of a boat. 

Here's the belle of the beach. 
She is trying to reach 
Dry land — Fve no doubt she has 
some ache. 
''Great C^sar ! '' I say, 
" Please Miss out of the way. 
And take your foot out of my 
stomach'^ 
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ON HER RETURN 

THINKyou have brought 

a new self from the sea^ 

A new tan from the sun^ 

a new sigh from the shore. 

There are waves in your hair that 

did not use to bey 

And your ears are two shells^ 

where I hear the sea roar. 




And they tell me that there on the 
beach you found gold, 
A nugget of which you bring back 
on your finger. 
And so I must mark myself " one 
more girl oW* 
*Tis the way I mark time — Ah, 
I hoped you would linger. 




Just seventeen girls have I had up S 



to date. 
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r' I wonder how many will foot up ^ y 

a life time. f^ 

^ A chum of mine tells me that I am V 

I too late ^J 

! 'T^Q learn that but one of them 

I makes a whole ^^wife time J' ' 









ro A BEAurr 

iJO one denies your perfect 
right 

"To sceptre and to crown. 
The ^een are you of love 
and light — 

The beauty of the town. 

In rags and tatters you would be 

As perfect as in lace ; 
And men would crowd the streets to 
see 

The beauty of your face. 

But Fve marked all the items down 
And summed your virtues y when 

I call you " Beauty of the Town " — 
Poory pretty toy for men! 




HER HEART IS IN CHINA 

HENEVER I mention 
The state of my hearty 
She pays no attention 
But works at her art. 




My praying y my pleadings 

Is ever in vain. 
She works on unheeding 

My pitiful pain. 

I love this fair Ninay 
My heart is hard hit. 

But her heart is in China — 
She decorates it. 
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REACHING A GIRL TO 
SKATE 

THERE* S nothing in all 

the world so fine 
As teaching a girl to skate, 
There's the going up to 
her house to diney 
And the taking her home quite 
late ; 

There* s the clamping of skates on her 
dainty shoes ^ 
And it takes so long a while 
That she calls you several times a 
^^ goose** — 
And you do not make denial. 

There* s the frightened grasp of her 
handy in hastCy 
And her dear little shrieks and 
calls ; 



1/ ' ^here^s the putting your arm round 
\l her slender waist y 

And the picking her up when she 
. falls. 










AN INVirAnON 

^Tytbe air is kind 6* mellow 
From the buds that's on 
the trees y 
* An* the sun is shinirC yellow y 
An' there s just enough o* breeze 
^0 waft the smoke to heaven^ 

Where the good are get tin' ripe 
For a sniff' — or six or seven — 
From my corncob pipe. 

So Fm goirC to drop all duty^ 

Like a man without a care^ 
An' jess drink my fill o' beauty 

By that willow over there. 
Ohy I'll waller in elationy 

An' to worry sock a swipey 
Like the owner o* creation — 

An' a corncob pipe. 

10 
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Willyer come art jine me in it? 

Have yer got the nerve to laff? 
Will yer lazy it a minit 

With yer ancient Uncle Haff? 
If yeWe one o my perfessiony 

If yer wear my kind o^ stripe^ 
Jess jine in the percession 

With yer corncob pipe ! 
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/i\r GOTHAMS STREETS 

N GothanCs streets I spend 
my daySy 
A looker on^ a passer 
by; 

No laurel wreath or crown of bays 
Can draw from me one fleeting 

sigh. 
Or tempt my ever feasting eye. 

Here shall I live, here shall I die. 
No woodland scene j no mountain 
sky 
Can lead me from the human maze 
In GothanCs streets. 

One of the million j that am I ; 
One of the million wondering why 
And what it is, and if it pays. 
This living in the city*s ways — 
This laughing when the heart 
would cry^ 

In Gotham'' s streets. 




MY GIRL 

\HALL I tell you my 
brightest^ particular 
joy ? 
* My girl? " Tes^you^ve 

named it — a girl I employ. 
No typewriter maiden^ with sweety 

pretty face — 
And spelling that brings to my own 

a grimace ; 
No clerk with her back hair adorned 

by a pen J 
With a celibate's cynical knowledge 

of men ; 
No waitress y all apron and ruffle 

and cuff. 
With an ignorance dense of just 

what is " enough "; 
No maid in the chamber , with funny 

French ways. 
And a passion for naughty French 

novels and plays : 

»3 




But a commonplace girly sadly lack- 
ing in style J 

A jolly old maid from the Emerald 
Isle ; 

Whose taste is exquisite in dressings y 
^^>s not dress ; 

m Whose sauce is unspoken, but fine 
nevertheless ; 

Whose beefsteak is tender y though 
hard is her heart 

When she deals with the butcher 
men down in the mart ; 

Noy not much to brag on when count- 
ing mere looks. 

But the peerlesSy the priceless — the 
princess of cooks. 

She's the pride of my mansion, the 
joy of my life y 

And far better still, she^s the joy of 
my wife. 
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rHE BicrcLisr ro his 

FAVORITE WHEEL 

^ bicycle! my bicycle I that 
leanest meekly by^ 
With thy chain and gear ^ 
and thy crank so queer ^ 
and thy seat set up on high. 
Fret not to roam the city now with , 

all thy wondrous speed; 
I may not mount on thee again — 

thotCrt soldy my silent steed. 
The stranger hath thy handle bar, 

he takes thee from my porch. 
I have his gold J but ne'er again shall 
I upon thee scorch. 

I ne'er shall scorch again! Away! 

The fevered dream is o'er. 
I could not live a day and know that 

I shall wheel no more. 
They tempted mCj my bicycle !—for 

hunger's power is strong. 

<5 



They tempted me, my bicycle ! — but 

I have wheeled too long. 
Who said that I had given thee up? 

Who said that thou wast sold? 
^Tis false ! ^tis false ^ my bicycle ! I 

fling them back their gold. 
Thus J thus / leap upon tby back — 

Let no one dare to stop I 
Away ! Who overtakes me now 

is a pretty speedy cop I 
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HER ANSWER 

lEAR JACK: 
*Tis with sorrow I linger y 
This afternoon over your 
note. 

I can fancy your ring on my finger ^ 
I can feel your soft kiss on my 
throat. 
Tou make me an offer of marriage ^ 

But objections bob up in the way. 
Tou know that I must have a car- 
riage ; 
Tou can't afford that with your 
pay. 
Moreover y our tastes differ greatly j 
We don't like the same kind of 
folks, 
Tou want life to travel sedately. 
While I want to fill it with jokes. 

>7 
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Tou're in for a quiet existence. 

While I prefer frolic and fun. 
Tou want to keep men at a distance ^ 

While I like them all — every one. 
"then you! d your religion reject or 

We^d go to a different church ; 
Fm the very right hand of our rector y 

And I couldn't leave him in the 
lurch. 
But come to thinks there's an objec- 
tion 

Thafs far more imperative stilly 
(It had almost escaped recollection) 

I was yesterday married to Will. 
Now don't say there's no use in 
livingj 

And don't fill your chamber with 
groans ; 
But write a nice letter yforgiving^ 

To Mrs. Will Rensallaer Jones. 
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A complaint: 

iJOOiy, / am tired of the 
papers ; 
What is there new in the 
news? 

Who has cut any new capers? 
Whom have they now to abuse ? 

Same old society rumor y 
Same kind of murder again^ 

Same futile effort at humor y 
Same operation on brain. 

Same situation in Europe y 
Same old stagnation in trade y 

Same old political stir up 

That^s rumor edy but never is 
made. 

Say, Mr. Men of the papers y 
Screw up your loosening screws y 

Burn a bit more of your tapers 
And give us some "news" in the 
news. 
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ONE EXCEPTION 

\OJV the summer days have 
come^ 
And the air is all ahum 
With the whirring J stir- 
ring whirring of the wheel ; 
And the girls that Fm pursuing^ 
Seem to tire of all my wooing — 
And show me, eachy a pretty pair 
of heels. 

Now the men with whom I mingle^ 
Toung or old and wed or single^ 
Have disappeared completely from 
my club ; 
And upon the boulevard 
They are scorching very hardy 
And voting me, I fancy, quite a 
''dubr 
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All the world has gone awheel^ 
And the man seems hardly real 
Who drives or merely saunters 
down the street ; 
And so many girls wear knickers 
There are none left to be kickers^ 
And I must confess ^ my self y they 
look quite sweet. 



But let them scorch away^ 
Let them wheel both night and day^ 
m poke along on legs as best I 
cany 
ril remain a silent witness 
To the old eternal fitness 

Of the locomotion Nature gave to 
man. 
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HERE was a new woman 
went up on a bicycle 
Ninety times high as the 
moon^ 
And she was as cool as a crystalline 
iciclsy 
And sang a hilarious tune. 

"New woman^ new woman^ new 
womany' quoth /, 
" Whither y O whither ^ O whither 

so high ? " 
"71? write ^ Woman* s suffrage* 
upon the sky J* 
" May I go with you ? " *' Nit — 
by-byr 



<v^^ 



£ 







■ft. 




BILLIARDS 

HAD as strange a dream 

as falls 
T^o lot of matiy sweet 
Mabely 

I dreamt we were two billiard balls y 
And rolled upon a table. 

Toung Master Cupid held the cue^ 
And I flew when he stroked me 

Like arrow straight and true to 
you — 
And oft the rascal poked me. 

Massis and draws ^ most gracefully 
He made them by the dozen. 

Until one kiss there chanced to be — 
Instanter you were frozen. 
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OVERLADEN 

ITH love I freighted my 
whitest barque 
Andy side by side with its 
matey 

I sent it to sea when the day was 
darky 
And freighted its fellow with 
hate. 

I wondered which would first reach 
port 
Which would weather the galcy 
Which to the storm would make 
retort 
With taut and reefless sail. 

Never again did I see my ships y 
No port did they ever touchy 
And these are the words ever on 
my lips : 
"/ have hated and loved too 
much.** 
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WANTED— A CHAPERONE 

IND sirs, I want a chap- 
erone — 
A nice old quiet lady^ 
Who much prefers to be 
alone 
In spot remote and shady. 

And I would like to have her blind 
(J^d try her life to cheer) ; 

And to young men she should be kind 
Whenever they were near. 

^ite deaf rd like to have her^ toOy 
Lest she should hear some things 

That might be said by just a few 
About engagement rings. 

rd also like to have her dumb ; 

If such a one you seCy 
Please tell the dear old soul to come 

To Mt. Desert with me. 



Ar 



25 





THE rRurn about ir 

HEN we go walking out 
at nighty 
To keep her safe from 
harniy 

1 look quite ready for a fight 
And she clings to my arm. 

Ahy then the blades slink right and 
left, 

Andy at the playhouse doory 
Of their bravado quite bereft y 

They gaze down at the floor. 

Buty Strict veracity to telly 

*Tis not I make the stir. 
Fm big and strongy pardiy but — 
welly 

They stand in awe of her. 
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THE RESULT 

HE had a sensation emo- 
tional^ 
A young thing was she 
and quite notional, 
A stimulus mental 
Of love {non-parental) 
Swept oer her quite soothing and 

lotionaL 
The blood in her veins circulated 
In a manner quite accelerated. 
Her skin capillaries 
{As small as afairfs) 
Extended themselves and dilated. 
The result was a delicate flushy 
She intended to screamy I said 
''Hush!'' 
I had stolen a kiss 
From the modest young miss ; 
Fm describing the consequent blush. 
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THE GIRL OF THE PERIOD 

F you are seeking Cupid^s 
laivy 
Look in the coils of her 
wayward hair. 

If you would find eartKs paradise^ 
Look in the depths of her dark blue 
eyes. 

If you yearn for languorous ease and 

resty 
Lay your head on her heaving breast. 

But remember this — and remember 

it well — 
DonU marry this fin-de-siicle belle. 
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THE FLArrER'S SATUR- 
DAT NIGHT 

jIT* janitor-much-unrespected 
friendy 
A mercenary bard his 
homage pays. 
To sell a parody his selfish end — 
A pair o^ dollars he would like to 
raise. 
I see you toil-worn from your labor 
go; 
Tour weekly stipend in your pocket 
safe. 
I see you jammed into an L train 
slow 
With penny paper bought from 
starving waif — 
Tou read it and between your neigh- 
bors chafe. 
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At length your Harlem flat looms 
unawares. 
You struggle to the platform 
weak and sore. 
You reach the scene^ as tumbling | 
down the stairs j^' 

Expectant wee things greet you [ 
at the door. ; 

Above your waiting wife lets loose 
her tongue — 
T^he babys got the croups the 
servant' s fledj 
The grocer's sent his billy the veaVs 
too young, 
T!he fowl too old — she wishes she 
were dead. 
{Her temper's all the livelier in- 
stead^ 

Belyve the boys come in to make a 

call. 
And they " come in " and " call" 

till twelve o'clock ; 
And when they say " Adios " they 

have all 
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Tour money and youWe glad 
they've left your sock. 
With weary heart you seek forget- 
ful sleep. 
You lock the door^ turn out the 
costly light. 
Alas ! the babe next door begins to 
weep ; 
And up above^ in songy insists 
some wight 
T^hat ^^ Mary's learning something 
every nightT 

Your senses droopy your lids begin to 
fall. 
Now getteth in his work the 
deadly bug. 
Mosquitoes fill the air^ nor is this 
all— 
The fleas forsake your wife^s be- 
loved pug ; 
T^hese steal your ease until they're 
filled with gore. 
You mutter oaths original and 
choice^ 

31 



Anon you hear the milk carfs awful 
roafy 
, I And now the Sunday newsbofs 
r Strident voice. 

Then peals a bell — " Awake I To 
church! ! Rejoice! ! /" 
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THE DANDIES OF 1816 

\HERES a glorious zest to 
the afternoon breeze. 
Rosy Autumn is here — 
see^ sbe^s painting the 
trees. 
The maids and the matrons are back 

from the shore. 
The " boys " of all ages have gay 

plans galore. 
T^he Blue Book is opened^ the season* s 

begun — 
But lefs turn back the pages four 

score years and one^ 
And for Memory's sake^ without 

laughter or spleen^ 
Let's drink to the Dandies of 18 16. 



<U 
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Gay fellows were those at the ^^ Re- 
gency " courts 

Who broke many a heart and drank \ 
many a quart ; 

Sworn to laugh at dame Fortune 
whatever betide^ 

And to follow the fashion — yes e'en 
when they died. 

With dancing and flirting and gamb- 
ling each ran 

Through the fill of his purse and the 
few years of man. 

Ahy hail fellows were they with 
the " Knights of the Greeny' 

"Those high-playing Dandies ofi8i6 1 

So roll back the curtain of all those 

dead years y 
And behold on the stage princes^ 

paupers and peers. 
Alvanley is there. He has ousted 

Brummell 
As High Priest of Fashion and 

Prince of Pall Mall 
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Jnii there's the Iron Duke^ conde- 
scending to bow 

To a rosy cheeked Guardsman^ 
young Captain Gronow 

Who was with him at Waterloo^ 
smiling^ serene — 

T'hey cauld fight welly those Dandies 
of 1816. 

Here's fair Mistress Clarke on the 
arm of old Tork 

Passing George the Magnificent 
(fatter than pork). 

Here Red-Herring Yarmouth and 
Kangaroo Cook 

{Good judges of horse-flesh) are 
making a book. 

But see them all bow, see the popu- 
lace stare, 

'tis frail Lady Jersey that's com- 
ing, ril swear. 

Tes 'tis U Or say escorting the 
languishing queen 

Who ruled o'er those Bandies of 
1816. 
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,t , '111 **no ^^^r^ to your ashes and rest to 
7 5^ i; your souls J 

\i^^\ S^y ^ ^^ ^^^^^ shades upon History* s 
'f^-^ scrolls. 

1:^1 WeWe still slaves of Fashion ; we 
i^f^ still like to dance j 

3r?3 We still like to wager a trifle on 
chance; 
We still like to drink of the wine 
that is redy 
\ And reverse the old rule" about 
" early to bed.'" 
In fact J given the clothes and the 

old English scene ^ 
We ourselves would be Dandies 
of i8i6. 
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A POETS DIFFICULrr 



^^HE poet wrote in olden 

At midnight — at bis taper 
ease — 



Most musical and wondrous rhyme 
Upon bis ladfs draperies. 

My Ladys different to-day y 

And lacking' s balftbe inspiration. 

Sbe's t brown ber draperies away 
And wears a modern innovation. 

Now tell me bow can poets write — 
Te ancient HerrickSy modern 
Lockers — 

Defty dainty poetry indite 

T!o mannisby ugly knickerbockers? 
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THE ArONEMENT 

\N alchemist y in long past 
yearSj 
Reduced in his retort 
A diamond — Uwas maid- 
ens* tears 
I learn from his report. 

A ruby was composed^ he founds 

Of blushes of a maiden. 
A sapphire blue waSy Fll be bound 

A maideris eyesj love-laden. 

Man caused the blushes and the tears 
The love — and he atones 

By calling these — Heaven bless the 
dears — 
T*he three most precious stones. 
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HE rose is red — 

Your cheeks are too. 
A rosier bed 

Ne^er gardener knew. 



The violet 's blue — 
So are your eyes. 

Tou caught their hue 
From summer skies. 

Sugar is sweet — 

But your warm kisses 
Make incomplete 

Such baser blisses. ' 
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THE SUN 

HE pale young sun is weak- 
est at the morn 
Like all the world contains 
that is new born. 



At noon it is a flaming golden cup 
T^bat bids our thirsting manhood 
to look up. 

At eve it sinks into its cloud-made 

bed 
Like one who dies in agony — blood- 

red. 
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THE AWAKENING OF THE 

cirr 



m|S^//£ red sun rises o*er thesea^ 
^Ms!?! q^he smoke clouds lifty 
the damp departs. 
Wan men slink homeward 
noiselessly^ 
With surfeited and scurvied 
hearts. 

A womany watcher of the deady 
Throws wide a blind and scans the 
sfy 
That hides the sinning soul that 's 
fled— 
And seeing nothingy wonders why. 
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) The tragedy of Night is played. 

The comedy of Day V begun. 
' Falsehood in robes of Truth arrayed 

Strides to the footlights of the sun. 

\The whistles shriek ; the wild bells 
ring 
Until the time-reft rafters shake; 
Carts rumble^ birds begin to sing — 
New Torkj the monster, is awake. 
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BEAUTY, MARS AND % 

STREPHON '^ff 

■ m 

AW ye Beautfs weeping ^1| 




eye? 
Heard ye also Beauty s 
sigh? 
Who has crossed her ? J| 

I? Not I. 

With despair Fm melancholy. 
Loving her is all my folly. 
Who has lost her ? 
I fear I. 

She of me disdainful is. 
All her pretty smiles are his. 
Yet he vexed her. 
Never I. 

O would that hCy the son of Mars, 
Might die a hero in the wars — 
rd stay next her. 
Ever I. 
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BEGINNING AND END 

HEN life was full of count' 
less hours y 
And every path was 
strewn with flowers ; 
When we and all the world were 

young 
And not a warbler lived but sung 
For us y you turned to me your eyesy 
Wherein I saw my paradise ; 
And from your lips a whisper stole — 
A far y faint echo from your soul: 
'' r II follow— Lovcy leadonr 

*Twas Hope that wedded Love that 

day. 
But ah ! Hope never found the way. 
We struggled on by dayy by nighty 
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' ]' But never gained the mountain \ ,^ 
j' / height. \ V 

' Backy noWy we*re stumbling to the ^ '^ 
! vale }. 

! Where graves there be^ and those ^,' 
! that wail. i 

Tour staff has proved a broken reed. 
^ Buty sweety before the King F II plead: 
" She followed— I led on.'' 
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THEN AND NOW 



"^HRICE must gold be 
■PI wedded to zold 



"To make 



gold 
a beautiful 



woman. 

That was the adage in days of old 
When the world was very human. 

NoWy when the race has a fairer 
start 

And millions strive for the van^ 
Once must heart be wedded to heart 

To make a noble man. 
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A SECRET 

O U and I and the dim old 

moony 
ffVe are the three that 
t know 
The secret of that night in June 
By the pond where the lilies grow. 

The dim old moon and you and I — 

There was a secret ^ yes. 
TouUl neve^ knoWy but you may try^ 

YeSy you may try to guess. 
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LIFE 

OWwhat is life?'' I 
asked my little son. 
He laughed and an- 
swered: " Life is 
having fun** 

I asked a little maid. She under- 

stoody 
Sweet innocent y that life was " being 

goodr 

I asked a youth y whoy biting at his 

glovey 
Confessedy abashedy that he thought 

life was " love J* 

I asked an old many honor edy wise 

and brave. 
He answered: ^^ Life is waiting 

for the grave** 
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THE CRADLE OF 
DEAD 



THE 




MIGHrr cradle, this 

world of oursy 
That swings with the 
days and years , 
With its sheets of snow and its pil- 
low of flowers, 
To the music of the spheres. 

And it rocks the silent millions of 
dead 
So softly they never move. 
But sleep like children; and it is 
said 
They dream a long dream of love. 
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JN IN^UIRT 

'pn^|//£ living semblance of 
5^?w§l?l them that were 

Danced at the ball last 
nighty ^' 

Baron and Marquis and simple Sir^ 
Chevalier y Count and wight ! 

And all their ladies from ^een to 

maidy 

Mistresses^ sweethearts and 

wiveSy 

In festal and vestal robes arrayed — 

T!he greatest dance of their lives. 

The living semblance of them that 
were 
Danced like the woodland elves. 
And the world of Fashion made a 
great stir — 
But where were the folk them- 
selves ? 
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REVENGE 

^HEN lovely Phyllis fenced 
with me 
She struck me in the 
heart. 

" / venge all women* s wrongs y* said 
shcy 
^^ And prove their better art.** 

Longy long I sought revenge in turn^ 
And she did not deter — 

My purpose she began to learn 
The day I married her. 
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, APRkS 

\ESy Fve been drinking — the 
thought of it maddens 
me I — 
Drinking a draught from 
her Cyprian eyes. 
Sheol I saw in them^ that is what 
saddens me — 
Seemed she so innocent^ pure^ 
otherwise. 

Ahy but her breath! 'twas the 
perfume of roses y toOy 
Perfume that poisoned the blood 
in my brain. 
And as a lily bursts openy uncloses y 

tOOy 

Shopped she her souly yes and 
showed me the stain. 
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"Theny toOy her cheeks^ 'tis of them 

Fve been drinkingy 
' Lips red as blood and cheeks 

redder than wine — 
If 'twere a j/«, then the siny Pve 

been thinkingy 
T*he siny yes I saf //, is almost 

divine. 
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T Spirit^ in a misty dreanty 
Is wandering by a wood- 
land stream 
Where nymphs and sprites 

and fairies teem. 

In mossy dells ^ in fragrant bowers ^ 
King-crowned with laurel^ decked 

with flowers y 
I dream away the fleeting hours. 

Fair nymphs my every want attend. 
Sweet Echo's songs arisey ascendy 
And in mine ears harmonious blend. 

A troupe of wandering fairies play 
A scene from Molihre the gayy 
And all unite to bid me stay. 
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But oft a face the view obscurts^ 
From idle dreams my spirit lures — 
My lovey I come — the face is yours. 





55 













IN FLOfVERT LANGUAGE 

WEET!^ Nelly walks across 
the fields y 
Of furious Bossy quite 
aware. 

But not an inch of ground she yields. 
What wonder^ when the cow- 
slips there ? 

The Dandy Lion bows to her. 

The blue bells toll for her, their 
Nell, 
Her head feels daisy at the stir. 

But she feels better at the well. 
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ro rou 

H! when you gaze, then is 
it day 
And when your eye-lids 
fall *tis night. 
For you the sunny day grows gray. 
And you can make the dark day 
light. 

When you are smiling, then 'tis 
spring. 
Tour sighs y they make the summer- 
time. 
Tour blushes all the red leaves bring. 
Tour frowning makes the wintry 
clime. 

Tour wishes are the fleeting years , 

So long desired, so soon forgot. 
And should they fall, to me your 
tears 
Were death itself O shed them 
not. 
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Mr COMPANION 

EARTy Father^ weary 
and long. 
And steep and stony was 
the way. 
Without a sound of happy song 
^0 cheer me through the dreary 
day ! 

Until You sent this weakling maid 
^0 journey upward by my side — 

So fair, so f rati and so afraid, 
'This maid Tou sent to be my 
bride. 

Now have I lost all sense of fear, 
In guarding her up to the height ; 
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And all the way seems broad and w\ 

clear ^ 'I'l!^ 

And all the woods are full of l^pg] 
light. W 

m 

Andy though I perish by the way^ 
She yet will win the height 
alone 
To hail the everlasting day. 

And pray for me before Thy 
throne. 



^;c^ 
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A WISH 

\E are such stuff as dreams 
are made of^ 
Tou and /, my sweety my 
true love — 
Phantoms^ ghosts and sprites are 

wey 
Atoms of immortality. 

Alas! the dreams that treat of self 
Are spun round lucre ^filthy pelf 
Would all my dreams then^ like the 

few. 
Could claim that they were made of 

you. 
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HIS PLEA 

HEN I shall bid you search 
your heart 
For trace of love for me^ 
^Pray scan it close in every 
party 

Whatever your wish may be. 

Concealed in the remotest cell 

It yet may be alive ^ 
And should you nurse it long and 
well 

It would most surely thrive. 

Shun^ as though sin^ the sad mistake 
'That would make me woo again. 

^Twould make your own heart throb 
and achcy 
And cause me endless pain. 
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Neglected love is worse than noney 
And lives but years a few. 

Once won maketh ever oncy 
But twice won maketh two. 
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OW slowly goes the tire- 
some day 
When she *s away I 
^^How long the hours fro\ 
morn till noon^ 
From noon till nighty and night no 

boon 
Of sleep can bring ! ^ 

But oh, how fast/ 
The hours go by, the day goes past — ^> 
Not even winter seems to last. 
Or even the most dreary year — 
When she is near I 
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CUPID'S fTJTERLOO 




\OUNG Cupid at the rich 
marCs door 
Vaunted he was immor- 
tal. 

He made the rich man very sore^ 
And would not leave his portal. 

"/ want your daughters^ Croesus 
dear^' 
Said Cupidy loudly laughing ; 
And each of the young maids drew 
near 
So charming was his chaffing. 

Young Cupid drew his storied bow 
But Croesus was before him ; 

For Cupid oft has been too slow 
{That's why old maids abhor him). 
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Old Croesus filled a gatling gun 
With plunks of gold. What foU 
lered ? 

He blew poor Cupid to the suHy 
And heavens I how he hollered I 
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THE EXTRA LADT 

\HEN Gotham cabbies 
haunt the dooVy 
And in the playhouse all 
is o^eVy 

Save turning out the happy crowd 
That clamored till the hero howedy 

I turn the corner just below 
And seek a door secure and shady ; 
And none that pass there ever know 
I wait there for the ^^ extra lady J' 

She comes — and frowningy Fll be 

bound. 
" The leading lady *sfar too healthy. 
The ingenue has gained a poundy 
TV adventuress is fat and wealthy ^^ 
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And then I chide her ^gently t hough y ||' 
She 's sensitivey like any body y 
AmbitiouSy earnest y even sOy 
Although she is an ^^ understudy J* 

And then I pleady and swear and 

vow 
ril be as happy as a Cadi 
If she will only take me now 
And be no more an extra lady. 
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GOING fFITH JACK 

IHE dressmaker* s late 
And she^s going with 
Jack! 
^ Ah me! Such is Fate! 
'The dressmaker's late — 
There* s the gown at the gate ! 

The smile has come back. 

Though the dressmaker* s late 

She is going with Jack. 
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ro TIME 

LD silent friend^ we^ve 
jogged along 
Full many weary years ; 
'And I've been oft-time 
moved to song. 

And oft-time moved to tears. 

And I have been as frank and plain 
As school-boy at his play. 

I've told you every joy and pain 
'That crossed me on the way. 

But you have silent been, and grim. 
Nor cared one jot to please ; 

As though you cared for none but 
Him 
Who rules our destinies. 

Now mine is but the slight request — 
^estion you 've heard before — 

" When at the last I sink to rest 
To whom do you give me o'er ? " 
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ARRT will not take a 
wife — 
Says he^d rather take his 
life. 

Harry *s handsomey Carriers plain. 
Carriers rich but pleads in vain. 
it's very tearful I 

I advise all men to marry , 
So I say to handsome Harry , 
** Suicide s against the laws. 
Do no thing without due cause; 

'Tarry y Harry y 

Marry Carrie, 

ihen commit your hari-kari!^ 

O ifs very tearful! 
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MOLLIFIED 

HEN Molly* s over zealous 
Some other wight to please y 

T own that I get jealous y 
And she begins to tease. 



I argue it's improper. \ 

She says she " doesn't care " — 

Which statement y though a whop- \]J 
pery 
Is apt to make me swear. 

But when she's tired of folly y 
And the breach becomes too wide^ 

'Tts '' O, Ficy Fie! " cries Molly y 
And I am mollified. 
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^ fFJRNING 

^TH Molly Tm jolly, 
Mame puts me to shame y 
Flo tempts me to folly , 
Fan points me to fame. 
But my heart ever sad is 
With petulant Gladys. 

Now draw back the curtain. 
With which shall I wed? 

But one thing is certain 
When everything s said — 

"^he choice of this lad is 

Not petulant Gladys. 
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IVON AND LOST 

IV ANTED the earth 
And I wanted it but^ 
teredy 
^And I wanted it then, at 
oncey that day. 
In spasms of mirth 
Dame Fortune spluttered 
And laughed like a rollicking girl at 
play; 
But she gave me the earthy 
Too thickly buttered — 
And that is the reason it slipped 
away. 



\ vr 
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AN EXPERIMENT 



T friend the professor of 
curious waySy 
Insisted to me f other 
night 
TChatifVd stop drinking U would 
lengthen my days. 
A singular cuss is the wight ! 

And yet he was right. I tried 
well the plan 
With the aid of my dear little wife. 
Bad luck of the veriest worst to the 
man I — 
^^was the longest dull day of my 
life! 



i>. 
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A LOVE AFFAIR ^g^ 

£ are all victims of Cupid ; ^^ 

Reluctantly^ though, I ^J 

confess 5| 

That I am most awfully ^^ 
stupidy 

For I fell in love with a dress. 

*Twas lilac y and lightest of laces , 

A dainty creation by Worthy 
Fit for any or all of the Or aces y 

And ^twas worn by a lady " by 
birthr 

*Twas a singular infatuation y 
Just caught y as we waltzed in a 
whirl; 
*Twas the prettiest dress in the 
nation — 
As you *ve probably guessed, Fm 
a girl. 
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ON SECOND THOUGHT 

hiRRT money — marry 
moneys 
That was what my 
uncle criedy 
If you want to live on honey 
Marry money — marry money J^ 
Then the old man moaned and 
died. 



" Marry money ? " Sounded funny ! 

Metaphor to me was new. 
By no means so sweet seems honey y 
Now I know if I wed money 

I must wed a woman too. 
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J LESSON 

ARIGOLDy marigold. 

Blooming on the hill; 
WhaCs the lesson, new 
or old 
You teach to human will? 

" Marry gold, marry gold. 

^hafs the mortal's game. 
Philosophy clean cut but coldy 

Is what is in my name^ 
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TO AN AMERICAN 
BEAUrr 

(with apologies to an ancient poet) 

\0 lovely rosCj 
{Tou cost me just one 
peso) . 
^TV// her that wastes her 
time and me 
{One dollar — -please to say so) 
T'hat now she knows 

{TeSy knows that times are hard) 
When I resemble her to thee 
{And I am short on lard) 
How sweet and fair she seems to he 
{Forgive mey gentle bard). 
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TO MY LOVE 

(with apologies to sir WALTER RALEIGH ) 

OME live with me and he 
my love^ 
{Sweet maiden of Man- 
hattan) 
And we will all the pleasures prove 

{Of one large chair of rattan) 
That hill or valley ^grove or field 

{We much prefer aflat) 
That wood or steepy mountain yield 
{There^s nothing in all that). 
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THE HUMANE GIRL 

HE wears a hirdless bon- 
nety 
'Tis that I here proclaim ^ 
Note well the fact and 
con it 

For her eternal fame. 

No woodland is made stiller 

Her beauty to enhance^ 
No cooer sweet nor biller 

Need fear her envious glanc^e 

She wears a birdless bonnet ^ 
T'his tender-hearted elf — 

She needs no bird upon it. 
It is a bird itself 



So 



A GOrHAM WOOING 




HEN first I saw sweet 

Nelly, 
'Twas in a cable car. 
She sat so prim 
^Twixt me and him 
^hat she seemed not near hut far. 

But when the car was started. 

It gave an awful jerk. 
She was tossed in the lap 
Of that grinning young chap, 

^hat cigarette-smoking clerk. 

My heart was filled with anger 
That he should hold her charms; 

JVhen a whistle blew shrill 

And the car stood still. 
And she shot into my arms. 
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/ smiled with keen elation 
The happiest of men^ 

When the car moved on 

And she lit upon 
The lap of that dude again. 

Perhaps you^ll not believe it. 

But from Union Square to the Park, 

As we went north 

She shot back and forth 
Till my thoughts grew gloomy and 
dark. 

But when at Fifty-ninth Street 
IV e heard the cable drop. 

She said to me 

As she sat on my knee 
" This is my final stopJ^ 

Now who in the world can blame 
me 

For taking her at her word ? 
We are married to-day 
And our courtship, they say. 

Was the strangest that ever occurred. 
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QUESTIONS 

AIDENy maidetiy 

Flower laden^ 
Tripping the path of dutyy 
Tell me truly ^ 
Wholly Jully, 
Where you got your beauty ? 

Was it some special angeVs task 

To give to one that did not ask 

Such full white arms 

Such starlit eyeSy 
Such wealth of charms 
That lovers prize ? 

Maiden^ maiden^ 

Beauty laden 
Have you a soul to match it? 

Sweet maidy if sOy 

My heart Vll throw 
At your fairy feet — pray catch it. 
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UNDER TRINirrS CHIMES 

^ERE have they lain for a 
hundred years^ 
Side by side in their 
sleep — 

Her heart broke with a flood of 
tears 
When he met death on the deep. 

Once she was young and fair like 
you. 
Once he was strong like me; 
But who cares now that her love 
was true ? 
Who knows that a hero was he ? 

Ah love — V/j the very commonest 
thing. 
Cheap as the dirt on the street, 
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r! Floating about on a wind-blown (; 
,"J Falling unasked at one^s feet. 

t' 
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; «S'//7/, to uSy ^tis a prize most rare^ 
A singular y secret bliss. 
And while these wayfarers look we [^ 
dare 
Neither give nor take a kiss. 
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AU REVO I R 

SAPV you weddedy sweet 

{and my heart bled)^ 
To him you hated once^ 
whom I hate now. 
I heard the tremulous whisper of 
your vow 
And saw you to his marble man- 
sion led. 
A wedded woman ? Nay^ a woman 
dead. 
I saw pairis pallor on your pure 

young browy 
I saw your head in shame and 
horror bow 
And knew whom you were wishing 

there instead. 
Buty sweety be brave. Ours is the 
honeyed past. 
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Neer will he know such fure 

and perfect bliss. 
He has but prisoned you with 

golden bars, 
plucked your roses firsts his are 

the lasty 
To me, to me was given your 

virgin kiss, 
ril claim you with it there be^ 

yond the stars. 
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DEAD 

ING out old bell 
Tour funeral knell 
4nd tell them Lovers dead. 
They know your sonorous 
voice full well. 
You rang when we were wed. 

So full of gracCy 
So sweet of face — 
Who thought that Love could 
die? 
Who dreamed that Hate could fill 
his place ? 
Ah! Neither she nor I. 
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WAS eight years ago by 
my knowledge 
{Though ifs not of so 
much moment when)y 
That I was a freshman at college 
And she a small maiden of ten. 

And we were at Newport together — 
She muslin-clady bound with a 
sashy 

I trying in all sorts of weather 
To coax on a sprouting mustache. 

And shcy her prim mother outwit- 
ting. 

With a singular fancy for me, 
^ite often insisted on sitting 

In innocent love on my knee. 
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^nd once J with her little hand crush- 
ing 
The rose in my coat^ this young 
misSy >- 

Unembarrassed but not without \| 
blushingy 
fVell — asked me to give her a kiss. 

With a yawn that I half tried to 
smother 
And a manner I fear must have 
stung, 
I said ^^Maudy go back to your 
mother. 
You We foolish, my dear, and too 
young^ 



Last night, mid the laughter of 
dancers. 

In a bower made of lilies and fern. 
In a lull in the rollicking lancers 

I asked for a kiss in my turn. 
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Z)^»V ^^ shocked. I had asked her itlil'ifci 

to wed me y ^'l^^^' 

Was pleading my desperate suity Sfc^ri^ 

Was urging her, lest she might dread '^Mj 

me ^ ^1 

That I was no club-going brute — 

JVhen she broke into love-stilling 
laughter 
With a flush of her beautiful eyes 
That ril see when Fm dying and 
aftery 
That bade me stop kneeling and 
rise ; 

When (that scene in her girlhood, 
that other 
Came backy and the words of my 
tongue^ 
She said^^Jacky go back to your 
mother. 
You We foolishy my deary and too 
young^ 
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I And tbafs why Fm weary y old 



/ chappie. 



. Stop laughingyyou insolent cub! 

J > Fm confoundedly mad and unhappy ^ 

; 1 And if 5 a deuced dull day at the 

i club. 



r^ 
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THE DIFFICULrr 

CANNOT wed a maid 

of ten r' 
In agony I criedy 
""''It would not doy" I 
added then^ 
' You cannot be my brideJ' 



" But I am twenty-oney^ said she. 

" A maid of ten^' I cried. 
** YotUve sisters nine — where would 
I be 

In case your father died? " 



I 
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REFORMERS, Ar^TENTION! 

HERE'S awful immorality 
In all the country round, 

And riotous rascality 
Now everywhere is found. 

Dame Nature ' j sneering mockingly 
At you, and this Fll swear — 

Last night the trees looked shock- 
ingly 
For all their limbs were bare. 

*The pale young moon was out all 
night. 
The setting sun was " low J' 
The wind " blew off'' the mountain 
height. 
And frisked with the fallen 
snow. 
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^he stars were winking at a lake 
All ready for a " skate'' 

T!be plain was rolling like a rake 
Who had stayed out too late. 



^he streamy e'er running down the 
hill. 

Makes no attempt to rise 
Redeemingly with stout " / willy 

I yet will win the skies y 



"The very dawn stole on apace, ^ 

My cry of " T'heft " quite scorn- f\; 
ing. 
And night, with black and hideous 
face 
Would not go home till morning. 




The whistles over all the town 
At six went on a " toot." 

The leaves are doing things up 
brown. 
And every beast 's a brute. 
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There V not a bouse of all I know 

But has a sullen stair. 
And even clothes are acting so^ 

My shirt is on a " tearT 



The cobble stones^ to decency 
Sluite losty are in the gutter. 

O these seem awful times to me 1 
Pray heed the words I utter. 



h 
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A WANBERER 

WANDERER in the 

night am I — 
A wayfarer by wood and 
stream^ 

A vagrant from some farther sky^ 
A phantom of my Master* s dream. 

I wander up and down the dale. 
I seek the path and find it not. 
through snow and rain and blind- 
ing gale 
I search for— for I know not what. 

One little moonlight scene is mine^ 
One burst ^ rapture from on 
high. 

One little thrill of love divine 
As some fair woman trudges by. 
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A wondering wanderer am I. 

O tell me, brother spirit brave y 
Is it to cleanse and purify — 

Grim Nature s crucibky the 
grave ? 




i^ 
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ro A SPRING VEGErABLE 

O cowslips and to violets^ ''**^'^ 
^0 daisies and bluebells .^ 
"The poets write their || 
trioletSy 
Rondeaux and villanelles. 




In praise of all the posies 
They blow the pipes of Pan 

Till every separate rose is 
Berhymed by poet man. 

But not a vegetable 

Their dainty muse has fired ^ 
So I — though far less able — 

fVill do what is required. 

ToyoUy of taste not badishy 
ril tune my lilting lyre, 

O welcome little radish — 
My appetite* s desire ! 



99 



704303 A 



i^^f.fl^^ 




ro OUR ^UEEN 

fVEET Summer Maidy 
In white arrayed^ 
Tou are our beauteous 
^een. 
Tou reign by right 
Of Cupid's might 
And your fair face^ serene. 

In royal state 

IV e celebrate 
Tour golden jubilee. 

TotCve ruled our land 

With gentle hand 
More than a century. 
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SUMMER 
T is the 'seasofiy filled with 

joy. 

When office boys* rela- 
tions die ; 
While he who doth his kind employ 
Spends sleepless nights awonder- 
ing why. 

The time has come when weary 
clerks 
Forsake the ledger for the ledge 
Beneath which some finned beauty 
lurks ; 
Andy girlless evenings y play old. 
sledge. 
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Now talks most eloquently cash. 
And people who cannot afford 

The seashore y eat the farmer* s hash 
And vainly call it ^^ summer 

hardr 

Now hies the hobo to the hills 

Of milk-and-honeyed indolence ; ' 

And farmers y fleeced at fairs y learn 
ills 
Of overweening " confidence^ 
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THE DOMESTIC JEWEL 

\OfV is the time 

When men of rhyme 
\ Can sell a clever sonnet^ 
About the wife^ 
That joy of life 
Who makes her own spring bonnet. 

She puts the flowers on hind end tOy 
Turns upside down the crown ; 

She makes old lace and ribbons doy 
And captivates the town. 
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ri/E ETES OF MAY 



HE eyes of March were 

"" As Winter y old and gray ^ 
Saw visions fair of Sum- 
mer's gold 
And gruffly turned away. 




And April's eyes with tears were 
wety 
For she saw Winter deady 
She saw his wounds all bleeding 
yet 
QTwas melting snow that bled). 

But laughter-filled are May's sweet 
eyeSy 

With violet's alight; 
And blue and white her sunny skies ; 

And star-bedecked her night. 
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O laughing eyes of May 
That bid our cares away^ 
We^ve lived again 
Through Winter^ s pain 
To greet your glance to-day. 
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ATTENTION 

]OAf£ hither J ye maids of 
Manhattan and all 
Te striplings so slender^ 
ye gallants so tally 
Come hither y come hither y for with 

me I bring J 
The first smile of summer ^ the first 
breath of spring. 

Here's a violet fresh from its green 

grassy lair^ 
And a daisy to deck out your mis- 

tress's hairy 
Here's a dandelion y toOy to be worn 

in your coaty 
And the song of a thrush — you can 

learn it by note. 
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Here^s a leaf from the mafle^ a [l 'Iot' 

bough from the fine ^ ^^\^X ' 

And a beam from the sun as it ^^ 

crosses the line. j|l,' f 

And heres the last flake of the past Ji 

winter* s snow Jf' 

That got lost from its cloud and 

knows not where to go. 

So hither, come hither and smiles 
with you bring 

To greet the fair maid of the sea- 
sons y young Spring; 

Thdugh Summer still slumbers y fair 
Spring is awake 

And you* II find her at seashore or 
mountain or lake. 
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AUrUMN 

ORN-coloredy deary 
And seeming near 
Above us hangs the harvest 
moon. 
The leaves turn redj 
The flowers are dead. 
O Summery you have gone too soon. 

No hope you leave. 

None we receive 
From grim October y sad September; 

No fruits y no flowers y 

No sunlit hourSy 
No green-clad hillSy no joy — 
November. 
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THE LOVE THAT'S SENT 
BT MAIL 

iJF Cupid could but read and 
writCy 
He'd take his bow and 
arrows 

{Learning thus their little might) 
And go to shooting sparrows. 

If Cupid could read letters 
His little darts would rust; 

Ile'd bow down to his betters^ 
As presently he must. 

He'd find his arts of poor account ^ 

His efforts small avails 
If he knew half of the amount 

Of love that goes by mail. 
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Hy roscy her marble maiden 
breast 
Shall be your living tomb ; 
^But by her fluttering heart 
caressed 
Tou'll not bewail your doom. 

A thousand gallants {one am I 
And one that she can spare) 

Would gladly take your place to die 
As you are dying there. 
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INEVirABLE WOMAN 

lONEY makes the mare 



I seek a deeper truth : 
JVoman makes the 
money gOy 
Especially in youth. 

But what makes the woman go ? 

The secret I reveal: 
Obviously y fast or sloWy 

The omnipresent wheel. 

Now what makes the wheel go ? 

The girl again, of course ! 
My friend, this is a world of 
woe ! — 

Lefs get us a divorce. 
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J CALL TO ARMS 

^TTLE Boy Blue, come 
How your born, 
The sheep's in the mead- 
ow y the cow's in the 
com; 
O little Boy Blue, don't you feel 

cheap — 
Behind the times y so fast asleep ? 

Little Boy Blue, come blow your horn. 
Not yet igoOy a new woman's born ; 
She's doughty and dangerous y daring 

and deepy 
And yoUy little boyy are fast asleep. 

Little Boy Blue y come toot your horny 
Of masculine attributes you'll be 
shorn. 
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If you would any or all of them .3 
keepj 
\i V Little Boy Blue^ you must cease your 

sleep. c I 
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rHJT LAIV IN LITTLE 
FALLS 

'^HET passed a law in Lit- 

IM tie Falls, 'bout last 

Thanksgivin' day. 

An' it's about that there 

same law I want ter have a 

say; 

From way down thar in Herkimer y 

they're laffiin' all the way 
To old Paul Smith's you've heard 

about — the Adirondack jay. 
They're laffiri up to Uticky an' 

Syracusy toOy 
An' wonderin' some at country folks y 

an jest what nex' we'll do. 
TeSyfrom Warner Miller Sy Herki- 
meryWay up to Uncle Paul'Sy 
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i ' ' "They're laffiirC at the way we beat %^\H 
^ that law in Little Falls. ''1 !j^;E^ 

Te see the folks in Little Falls are ^4 

mostly rich an' proud — ^^^'•^ 

A pretty nifty lot o folks j a rather 

sot-up crowd. 
An' ev'ry man in that there town 

that's owner of a sleigh 
Has bells to warn poor other folks 

to keep out of his way. 
We country folks don't carry bells — V 

We'd rather use our eyes. { 

An' we don't bother other folks in 

any sort o' wise. 
But them Falls folks never' s happy 

unless they's inter brawls. 
So they worked the matter up an' 

passed a law in Little Falls. 

They said we'd got to carry bells y 
so they'd know we was cum- 
min'. 

An' when they'd fined a few of us 
they got our tempers hummin'. 
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We country folks bad made that 
town by good bard work arC 
cheese. 

Aii all they did was sellirC it an* 
livin* at their ease. 

So when we got jest mad enough ^ 
we held a meetitC in 

^he Baptist church o* Benton — 
which I hope was not a sin ; 

But country folks aiWt got a super- 
fluity of halls ^ 

An* we had to meet an* talk about 
that law in Little Falls. 

Now Big Bill Brown o* Benton 

hadrit been to church before 
Sense the day that he got marriedy 

a score o* years or more. 
But he came that day in eamesty 

an* he brought a scheme along 
That we voted for unanimous, and 

started with a song. 
*Twas to go in force to Little Falls 

with ev*ry kind o^ bell 
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We could find i^tw as BilVs expres- --^ t; 

sion) anywhere this side o — V ; , 

well^ /^ 

A place where people have no use /■ , 

for overcoats or shawls — ' ^ 
The place wed liked to seen the i 

folks that live in Little Falls. . 

We took the bells off all our cows — 

Perhaps youve heard ^em ring. \ 
It's not the kind of music made when 

opry people sing. 
^An I went to the minister's^ an* 

jawed him for an hour. 
An* meanwhile someone took the bell. 

from out the old church tower; 
We mounted it on Big BilFs cart^ an' 

got a lad to toll ity 
An* there are people mean enough to 

say we really stole it. 
An* there was never music made on 

this terrestrial balFs 
Green surface like the noise we made 

that day in Little Falls. 
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For fifteen miles around us ev'ry 

farmer s team turned outy 
fVith jangling bells arf old tin fans 

an' boys to yell an' shout. 
An' Bill with his old church bell 

went to evry store in town 
An staid about an hour or so a 

Jewin bargins downy 
An' Bill he never spent one cent. 

An' meanwhile just outside 
That old church bell was tollin' like 

it thought the world had died. 
An' back an' forth it echoed from 

all the city wallSy 
Till the council P. D. ^ repealed 

that law in Little Falls. 



Electric bells an' triangleSy they 

swelled the awful din. 
Alarm c locks y gongs an dinner bells y 

an sheets o' rusty tin 
That once had been on Big BilFs 

roof — // made an awful roar — 
They stuffed their ears with cottony 

an you dorter heard 'em swore. 
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Whyywhenwe left the Falls folks 

got an expert on the ear 
From Albany^ arC hired the man to 

treat 'em by the year. 
Arl when we bedded down our cows 

that evenin in their stalls^ 
We reckoned we d got even for that 

law in Little Falls. 
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QUESTION AND JNSfVER 

YE INQUIRIE OF YE reQUISITIVB YOUTHE 

^ELLE me, learned 
manne of skilky 
Why is itte whenne I trie 
'T*o kisse a girle againste her 
wille 
She dot he so plaintive crie? 

YE REPLIE OF YE LEARNED MAKNB 

Itte is a womanne^s tricke, Fairre 
Touthey 

Nor deeme itte an affronte. 
Ye maiden plaintive crieSyforsoothe^ 

Because she fears you wor^te. 
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